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8ir Charles Baskerville was found dead]

under mysterious circumstances thal led
the credulous to believe that he had Lecn
_pursued to his end by & traditional enemy
of his race, In the shape of a helllsh
‘houpd. Dr. Mortimer, the friend aad
. famlly physiclan of the dead man, called
.on Bherlock Holmes, the great detective,
to solicit his sid in solving the mysiery.
He had glven him all the detalls connect-
ed with Sir Charlea’ death, including the
-zﬂ\'am one that the tracks of u huge
“tiound were visible within a few yards
«@f whers the dead man was found.

Sir Henry Baskerville and Dr. Mor-
timer visit Holmes, and the story of his
sincle's death and the circumstances are

Srelated to the young man. Holmes and
Dr. Watson, following young Baskerville
.jand Dr. Mortimer when they leave, per-
oalve that they are aleo belng walched
by & man with a black beard In a cab.
He gets away, but Holmes gets 1le num-
~ber of him cab. Bir Henry finds another
Boot missing, this time one of o1 0ld pair.
“Pespite warning, Sir Henry goes 1o
Baskerville Hall and Dr. Watson goes
with him.

S Dr. Watson meets Btapleton, a natu-
sulist and neighbor, and is recognized by
_him. He hears the baying of the hound
~of the Baskervilles. Sir Henry's hutler
osught holding light at window aad ac-
knowledges that convict on moors 1s
awife's brother. Sir Henry hears bay of
#he hound on the moor.

IX*

ATy blood ran cold in my veins, for there
wras & break in his vaice which toid of the
gvdden horror which had selzad him.

«What do they call this sound?"” he ask-
ol
Who?"

*The folk on the country-side?”

«0nh, they are igmorant people. Why
abould you mind what they cali 17

#Tell me, Watson, What do they say

of 1t7”

I hesitated, but could mot cscape the
question,

“They say it is the cry of the Hound of

the Baskervilles"

He groaned, and was silent for 2 few
‘moments.

14 hound it wns," he said at last, “but
1 scemed to.come from miles away, over
vonder, I think.”

1t was hard to say whence it came.™

It rose and fel “’ilh the wind. Isn't

@t the directivn of the great Grimpen

dre?”
“Ter, It 1=
*Well, 1t was up there. CTome now,

Wetson, dldn’t you think yourself that it
wes the cry of a hound? I am not o
thild. You need not fear ito speak the
Lruth.™

“Stapleton was with me when I heard
it last. He sald that it might be the
calling of a strange bird.”

“'No, no, it was a hound. My God, con
there be some truth in all these stories?
s it possible that I am really in danger
i-n a0 dark a cause? Tou don't believe

, Ao you, Watson?"

*No, no.”

“And wet It was one thing io laugh
about it in London, and it is another to
siand out hers in the darkness of the
qaoor and to hear such a cry as that,
And my uncle! There was the footprint
of: the hound beside him as he lay, It
all fits together, I don’t think that 1
&m = coward, Watson, but that sound
soemed 1o freeze my very blood. Feel
my handl!” | -

At was as cold as a block of marble,

“You'll be all right to-morrow."

*1 don’t think I'll get that cry out of
my head. What do you advise that we
& now?"

#Ehall we turn back?"

#No, by thunder; we have come out to
get our man, and we will do it. We after
the convict, and a hell-hound, as likely
s& mot, after us. Come on! We'll see
#t? through if all the fiends of the pit
.were loose upon the moor.”

We stumbled slowly along in the dark-
pres, with the black 'oom of the craggy
hills around us, and the ¥ellow speck of

1ight burning steadily In front. There
is nothing so deceptive as the distance of
a lighi vpon a pltch-dark night, and some-
times the glimmer seemed to be [ar away
3oL the horlzon and sometimes It might
tLuie been within a few yards of us. But
| at last we could see whence it came, and
| ther. we knew that we were Indeed very
! close. A guttering candle was stuck in
|a crevice of the rocks which.flanked it
' on each slde =o as to keep the wind from
|'it. and also to prevent it from belng vis-

fije, save in the direction of Bagkerville

Hall. A boulder of granite concealed our
approach, and crouching behind it we
| ganzed over it at the signal light 1 was
sirange to see this slagle candle burn-
ing there in the middle of the moor, with
no sign of life mear it—just the one
siraight yellow flame and the gleam of
the rock on each side of it

“What shall we do now?" whispered Sir
Henry,

“Walt here. He must be near his light,
Lel us see if we can get a glimpsa of
him."”

The words were hardly out of my mouth
wlern we both saw him. Over the rocks,
in the crevice of which the candle burn-
ad, there was a thrust out an evll yellow
frace, a terrible animal face, all seamed
! and scored with vile passions -Foul with
rmire, with a bristling beard, and hung
with matted hair, it might well have be-
lonced to one of those old savages who
dwelt in the burrows on the hillsides.
| The light beneath him was reflected
his small, vunning eyes which peered
fiercely 1o tight and left through the
darkness, like a crafty and savage anl-
inal who has heard the steps of the hunt-
ers.

Something had evidently aroused his sus.
plclons. It may have been that Barry-
more had scme private signal which we
lind neglected to glve, or the fellow may
have had some other reason for thinking
that a1l was not well, but I could read
his fears upon his wicked face. Any in-
stant he might dash out the lght and
vanish in the darkvess, I gprang forward,
therefore, and Sir Henry did the same.
At ihic same moment the convict seream.-
ed cut A curse nt us and hurled & rock
which plintered up against the boulder
which had sheltered us. I caught one
glimpse of his short, squat, strongly-built
fizure as he sprang to his feet and turn-
«1 to run. At the same moment by a
lneky chance the moon Dbroke through
the clonds, We rushed over the brow of
| th2 hill, and there was our man running
| trith great sneed down the other side,
springing over ihe stones in his way with
ili2 aciivity of a mountain goat, A lucky
long shot of =y revolver micht have
crippled him, but T had brought it only
to defend mysell if attacked, and not
ta shoot an unarmed man who was run-
nirg away.

We were hoth swift runners and in falr-
v good training, but we soon found that
we Lad nn chance of overtaking him. We
eaw him for a long time in ‘the moon-
lieht until he was only a small speck
woving swiftly among the boulders upon
the side »f a distant hill. We rap and
rar urtil we were completaly blown,
Tt the space hetween us grew ever wider.
Finally we stonped and =at panling on
two rocks, while we watched him dis-
aopearing in the distance.

Ard it was at this moment that there
nsrurred a mest stranee and unexpeacted
tking, We had ri=en from our rocks and
wrre turning to go home, having ahan-
coned the hopeless chase. The moon was
low upon the tight, and the jaszged, nin-
name of a granite tor stood up awainst
the lover curve of its silver dlzc.” There,
oullined s black as an ebony statue on
ihat shining back-pround, I saw-tha fig-
vre of a an upan the tor. Do not think
thnt it was a delusion, Holmes. T assure
you {hat T have never In my life seen
arvthing more clearly. As far as T ecould
juilge, the figure was that of 2 tall thin
man. He stond with his lezs a litile sep-
arnted. hils arme folded, his head bowed,
ias If he were brooding over that enorm-
pus wilderness of peat and eranite which
lay bhefore him. Tile might hava been
i{hie very spirit of that terrfhle place, Tt
was mot the convict, This man was
fav from the plare where the latter had
disappears?  Tesldes, he wax a much
1aller man. With a ery of surprise I point-
ed him ot to the baronet, but in the
fnstant durirz which ® had turned to
erasp his 1 the man was gone. There
wase ihe sharp pinnacle of granite still

cutting the lower edge of the moon, but
fta peak bore no trace of that sllent and
‘motionless figure.

1 wished to go In that direction and to
search tne tor, but it was some dlstance
away. The baronet’a nerves wera still
culverlng from that cry, which recalled
the dark story of his family, and he was
not in the mood for fresh adventures. He
had ‘not seen this lonely man upon the
tor and could not feel the thrill which
his strange presence and his commanding
attitude had given to me. "A warder,
no doubt,” sald he. *The moor has been
thick with them slnce this feliow es-
caped.” Well, perhaps his explanation
may be the right one, but I should like to
have some further proof of It. To-day
we mean to communicate to tha Prince-
town people whera they should look for
ikeir missing man, but It is hard lines
that we have not actually fad tha tri-
umph of brirging him back as our own
prisoner. Such are the adventures of last
rnight, and you must acknowledge, my
fdear Holmes, that I have done you very
we!l In fhe matter of a report. Much of
what I tell you is no doubt guite Ir-
revelant, but still T feel that It is best
that T should laet you have all the facts
nnd leave you to select for yourself those
which will be of most service to you
in helping you to your conclusions. We
ara certainly making some progress. So
far as the Barrymores go we have found
the motive of their actions, and that has
clrared up the situation very muehn, But
the moor with its mysterlea and Its
sirapge Inhabitants remains as Incrutable
a1 ever. Peorhaps In my next T may he
ahle to throw some light upon thia also,
Best of all would it be if you could come
down to us, Tn any case you will hear
firrz me again In the course of ‘the next

X.

EXTRACT FROM THE DAIRY
OF DR. WATSON. '

So far I have been able to quote from
the reports which I have forwarded dur-
ing these early days to Sherlock Holmes
Now, however, I have arrived at a point
in my narrative where I am compelled
to abandon this method and to trust
once more to my recollections, alded by
the diary which I kept at the time .A
few extracts from the letter wil carry
me on those scenes which are Indellbly
fixed in every detall upon my memory.
1 proceed, then, from the morning which
followed our abortive chase of the con-
viet and our pther strange experiences
upon the moor. :

October 16th.—A dull and foggy day
with a drizzle of rain. The house Is
banked in with roliing clouds, which rise
now and then to show the dreary curves
of the moor, with thin, silver veins upon
the sides of  the hills, and the distant
boulders gleaming.where the light strikes
upon their wet faces. It is melancholy
outside and in. The baronet Is in &
black reaction after the excitements of
the night. I am consclous myself of a
welght at my heart and a feellng of Im-
pending danger—ever present danger,
which is the more terrible because I am
unable to define it.

And have I not cause for such a feel-
ing? Consider the long sequence of in-
cidents which have all pointed to some
sinister Influence which is at work around
us. There Is the death of the last oc-
cupant of the Hall, fulfilling so exact-
1y the cenditlons of the family lezend. |
and there are the repeated reports from |
peasants of the appearance of a sirange
creature upon the moor. Twlce I have with
my own ears heard the sound which re-
sembled the distant baying of a hound.
It Is incredible, impossible, that 1t should
really be outside the ordinary laws of
nature. A spectral hound which leaves
material footmarks and fllls the air
w..h its howling Is surely not to bhe
thought of. Stapleton may fall In with
such a superstition, and Mortimer also,
but if T have one quality upon earth it
% common-sense, and nothing will per-
suade me to believe in such a thing. To
do so would be to descend to the level
of these poor peasants, who are not con-
tent with a mere flend dog, but must
needs describe him with hell-fire shoot-
ing from his mouth and eyes. Tolmes
would not listen to such fancles, and 1

am his szent. But facts are facts, and
1 have twice heard this erylng upon the
moor. Buppose that there were really
some huge hound loose upon [t; that
would go far to explain everything. But
whera could such a hound lie concealed.
where dld It get Its food, where did it
coms from. how was It that mno one
saw It by day? It must be confessz2d
that the natural explanation offers al-
most a3 many difficulties &s the other.
And always, apart from the hound,
thera Is the fact of the human agency
in London, the man In the cab, end tho
letter which warned Sir Henry against
the moor. This at least was real. but
it might have been the work of & pro-
tecting friend as easlly as of en enemy.
Where is that friend or enemy now? Has
he remained fy London, or has he fol-
lowed us down here? Could he—could
he be the stranger whom I saw upon
the Tor?

It Is true that 1 have had only the
one glance at him, and et there are
some things to which I am ready to
swear. He Is no one whom I have seen
down here, and I have now met all the
nelghbors. The figure was far taller than
that of Stapleton, far thinner than that
of Frankland. Barrymore it might pos-
sibly have been, but we had left him be-
hind us, and I am certain that he could
not have followed us. A stranger then
is still dogging us, just as a stranger
dogged us In London. We have never
shaken him oft. It I could lay my
hands upon that man, then at last we
might find ourselves at the end of all
our difficulties. 'To this one purposze 1
must now devote all my energles.

My first impulse was to tell Sir Henry
all my plans. My second and wisest one
is to play my own game and speak as
little as possible to anyone. He Is sl-
lent and distralt. Hls nerves have been
strangely shaken by that sound upon
the moor. 1 will say nothing to add to
his anxietles, but 1 will take my own
steps to attaln my own end.

We had a small scene thls morning
after breakfast. Barrymore asked leave
to speak with Sir Henry, and they were
closeted In his study some little time.
Sitting In the billlard-room I more than
once heard the sound of volces ralsed,
and I had a pretty good idea what the
point was which was under discusslon.
After a time the baronet opened his door
and ecalled for me.

‘“Barrymore considers that he has a
grievance,” he said.  “He thinks that
{t was unfair on our part to hunt his
brother-ls-law down when he, of his own
free will, had told us his secret.”

The butler was standing very pale, but
veny collected befora us.

“I may have spoken tooo warmly, sir,'
gaid he, "and if I have I am Jsure that
[ beg your pardon. At the same time,
1 was very much’ surprised when Ir
heard you two gentlemen come back this
morning and learned that you had been
chasing Selden. The poor fellow has
enough to fight against without my pat-
ting more upon his track."

“If you had told us of your own fres
wil It would have been a different
thing,"” sald the baronet; “you only told
us. or rather your wife only told us,
when it was forced from ¥you end gou
could not help yourself.”

“I d'dn't think you would have taken
advantage of it, Eir Henry—Infsed I
,didn’t.”

“The man is a publlc danger.
are loaely houses scatts'-a over the
moor, and he is a fellow <13 wonld
stk at nothine. You only want t3 got
a gampse of his face to see that Laolk
at Mr. Stapleton’s house, for rxainple,
with no one but himssIf ta darmi 1.
There's no_safety for anyone until ha I3
under lock and kev."

“He'll break into no houss, sir I
give you my solemn word npon tlat.
Fut he will never trouble anyina in (ids
country aga'n. I assure you, Sir Henry,
that in a very few days the mecessary
arrangements will have been made sand
he will be on his way to South Americ
For God's sake, sir, I beg of vou nat to
let the police know that he i= still
on the moor. They have given up the
chase there, and he can lie quiet untll
the ship is ready for him. You can't tell
on him without getting my wite and

There

me Into trouble. I beg yeou, sir, to =ay
nothing to the police.”

“What do you say, Watson?”

1 shrugged my shoulders “If he wers
safaly out of the country It would  re-
lleva the tax-payer of a burden.”

“But how about the chance of hiz
holding someone up before he goes?”

“He would not do anything so mad.
sir. We have provided him with all
tnat he can want. To commlit a critue
would be to show where he was hiding.”

“That is true,’” sald Sir Henry. "Well
Barrymore—'" 2

“God bless you, sr. and thank you
from my heart! It would have killed
my poor wifs had he been taken again.”

1 guess ﬂ)ae are aiding and ahetung a
felony, Watson? But, after what we
hava heard, [ den't feel as if I could
glve the man up, so there Is an end of
it. All right, Barrymore, ¥ou can go.”

With a few broken words of grattude
the marn turned, but he hesitated ana
then came back.

“You've been so kind to us, sir, thai
1 should like to do the best 1 can tor
you Iln return. I know something, Bl
Henry, and perhaps 1 should have szalu
it befors, but it was long after the in
quest that 1 found 1t out. I've never

bieathed a word about It yet to morta
man. [t's sbout poor Sir Charlas
death."

The baronet and 1 were both upon ouw
feet. “Do you know how he dled?”

“xNo, alr, | don't know that.””

“What then?'"

“1 know why he was at the gats a:
that hour. It was to meetL & woman."”

“Tp meet a woman! He?”

“Yes, sir.”

1 can't give you he name, alr, but |
can glve you the Initials, Her initials
were L. L."

+How do you know this, Barrymore?”

“Well, Sir Henry, your uncle had a
letter that momning. He had usually a
pgreat many letters, for he was a public
man and well known for his kind heart,
g0 that everyone wiho was In trouble
was glad to turn to him. But that
morning, as It chanced, there was only
this one letter, so I took the more notice
of It. It was from Coombe Tracey, and
it was addressed in a woman’'s hand."”

Well 2"

svwrell, sir, I thought no more of the
matter, and never would have done so
had it not been for my wife. Only a
feww weeks ago she was cleaning out
Sir Charles’ study—it had never been
touched since his death—and she found
the ashes of a burned letter [n the back
of the grate. The greater part of it
was charred to pleces. but one little
slip, the end of a page, hung together.
and the writing could still be read.
though it was Erey on B8 black ground.
It seemed to us to be a postscript at the
ernd of the letter, and It sald: ‘Please.
please, as you are & gentleman, burn
tkis letter, and ba at the gate by ten
o'clock., DBeneath It wers signed the
Inltials L. L."

“*Have you got fhat slip?”

“No, sir, It crumbled all to blts eftar
we moved [t

“Had Sir Charles received any other
letters In the same wrlting?"

“wwell, sir, 1 took no particular notlee
of hig lstters. 1 should not have noticed
this one only it happened to come
alone.”

“And you have no idea who T. L. Is?

“No, sir. No: more than you have
But I expect if we could lay ocur hands
tpon that lady we should know mors
about Sir Charles’ death.”

] cannot understand, Barrymore. how
you came to conceal this lmportant In-
formatlon.”

“Well, sir, it was
that our own trouble came to us.

immediately after
And

then, agailn. sir, we were both of us
very fond of Sir Charles, as we well
might be, . consldering all that he has

dcne for us. To rake this up couldn't
help our poor master, and It's well to
go carefully when there's a lady In the
case. BEven the best of vps—""

“You thought it might injure his repu-
tation?'"

“Well, slr, T thought no good could
come of it. But now you have been
kind to us, and T feel as If It would ce
treating you unfairly not to tell you all
that I know about the matter.”

“Very good. Barrymore; yvou can go.”
When he butler had left us Sir Henry
turned to me. “Well, Watson, what do

you think of this new lightT"

*It seems to leave the darkness rather
blacker than before.”

“Sp I think. But If we can oniy trace
L. L. it should clear up the whole busi-
ness, We have galned that much. We
kuow that thers Is someone who has
the facts It wa can only flnd her. What
do you. think wa should do?”

“Let Holmes know all about It at

once. It will give him the clue for
which he has been seeking. [ am much
misteken if It . does not bring him
down.”

| went at once to my room and drew
ulp my report or the morning's conversa-
tion of EHolmea It was evidenl lo me
that he had been very busy of Jate, for
tha notes which | had from Baker Bireet
wera few and short. with no comments
upon the Information which 1 had sup-
plied, and hardly any reterence to my mis-
sion. No doubl his blackmalling case 13
absorbing all his faculties. And yet thls
new factor must surely arrest his at-
tentlon and renew his Interest. I wish
that hs were here.

Qctobar lith.—All day to-day the rain
poured down, rustling i{n the vy and
iripplog from the eaves. [ thought of the

onvict out upon the bleak, cold, shelter-
ez moor. FPoor devil! Whatever hlis

-rimes, ha has sutfered something to alone
or them. And then I thought of that
itner one—the face in the cab, the fig-
ire against the moon. Was he also out
n that deluge—the unseen waftcher, the
nan of darkness? In the evening [ pu
on my waterproof and [ walked far
ipon the sodden moor, full of dark
maglnings the rain beating upon my [ace
ind tha wind whistiing about my ears
3od help those whe wander Into the
;reat mire now, for even the firm up-
and are becom!ing a morass. [ found che
vack tor upon which 1 had seen the
zolitary watcher and from its craggy
summit [ looked
maloncholly downs. Rain squalls drifted
across their russet face, and the heavy,
slate-colored ciouda hung low over the
landscape, trailing In grey wreaths
down the sldes of the fantastlc hills. In
the distant hollow on  the left. balf hid-
den by the mist, the two thin towers of
Baskerville Hall rose above the trees
They were the only signa of human life
which 1 could see, save only those pre-
hiatoric huts which lay thickly upon the
slopeg of the hills. Nowhere waa there
any troce of that lonely man whom I
had seen on the same spot two nlghta
before.

As I walked back I was overtaken by
Dr. Mortimer driving in  hls duvg-cart
over a rough moorland wrack, which led
from the outlying farmhbouse of Foul-
mira, He has been atientive to us,
and hardly a day has passed that he
has not called at the Hall to see how wae
were getting on. He Insisted upon my
climbing into his dog-cart and he gavs
me n lift homewards. I found him much
troubled over the disappearance of hls
littla spanlel. [t had wandered on to the
moor and had never come back. [ gave
him such consolation =s I might, but I
Lhou%ht of the pony on the Grimpen Mira,

and I do not fancy that he will ses he
iittle dog again.
“By the way, Mortimer, s2ald 1, as

we jolted along the rough road, T sup-
pose there are few people llving within
driving dlstance of this whom you do
not know?' 2

“Hardly any. I think.’

“Can you, then. tell me the name of any
woman whose fnltials are L. L.77

He thought for a few minutes.

N, said ha. “There are a few gipsies
and lahoring folk for whom [ can't an-
swer but among the farmers or =eniry
there Is no one whose Inltlals are those.
Walt = bit though.” he added, after a
pause. ‘“There is Laura Lyons—her *ni-
tinls are L. L.—but she llves in Coomba
Tracey."”

*The 15 she?" I asked.

nghe Is Frankland's daughter.'”

«what! Old Frankland the erank?”

~Exactlv. She married an artlst named
Lyons. who came sketching on the maor.
e proved to be a blackguard and de-
serted her. The fault from what T hear
mayv not have been ent'rely on one zida,
tler father refused to have anvthing to

do with her, because she had marrien
without his consent and perhars for
ona or two other reasons as wall 8n

hetween the old #lnner and the voung
ona the mirl has had a pretty bad time.

“How does ehe lve?”

“T faney old Frankland allows her a2
oittance. but it cannot he maore fo- his
awn affairs are considerahiv invalved.
Whatever she may have de=zarvad gne
rould not allow har to =o honelazaly o
tha  bad. Her storv got ahout. ann
severnl of the peonla hera A snmathing

tn enahle har to esarn an hanast living,
Qtaplaton dld _for one and gir Chnarles
for another. I gave a trifle mvsalf. Tt

wa= to set her up in a rwoswriting bus-
ine=g."

o wantad to know tha nhiart of mv
Innuirles but T manaead to satlsfy hix
euriasity without tallinz T!m tao much,

out myself across the |

tor there I8 no reason wh sh
5 > w ould ik,
anyone u} L0 our l.‘onlidu:ua.‘ Fu-morrow
shall find my way te Coombe

if I can mwe thi:
Lyons of equivocal l'enut:::h:?dnsl.'s-ul“almll

+step Wil have beaen mas®

1111;; one incident in L..: ?:hl:;:a';?r:l:?’:
ries. I am certainly develening thewa:—
jdom of the serpent. for wjen Mortimer
¢ pressed his ques.oas to an Inconvenlent
jextent 1 asked him casually to what ¢

, Frankland's skull beionged, and so heﬂg
, nothing but cranlolog'-{ for Lhe rest of
¢our drive. I have not llved for years with

Sherlock Holmes for nothing,

I have only one othess mcident oaco
upon this tempestous and m:!?:nehurte
day. This was my conversation with
Barrymore fust now, which gives m= ona
?Imm strong card which I can play in dus

me.

Mortimer had stayed to dlnner and h
L]
and the baronet piayes ocarte after-
wards. The butler brought me mv cnf-
fee In to the library and I toock the
chance to ask him a few questlons.
““Well, sald [, “has this praclious rel
tlon of yours departed or [ 2 ez
s 3 he atil lork-
h"l dr?n’thaknow_ sir.
that he S gone. for hea ha
nothing but trouble here! ['ve!no?rgtelgp;
of him since [ left out food for him last
and that was three dars ago"
"I\{id yiou see him uepe?”
“No, sir, but the food w
next 1 went that way." Ao e
:;;hen he w:laas cﬁrminiy thera?*
you would think sir. unie
LhIe ctther man who toow ;;,“r’a b
sat with my coffae-cup half
m:',_-YIlps Ir_Llnd stared at B@”}_mor:ny o
the{lg"-'l inow that thers is another man
“Yes, sir; there lg anoth
the moor." e S o
"Have you geea him?*
“No. sir.”
“How do you know of him then?"
‘Selden told me of nim, =ir. a wask
2g0 or more. He's In hiding, too. but ha's
nol a convict as far as I can make out.
I don’t llke it. Dr. Watson—I tell vou
stralght, sir, that T don't ke (£.” "Ha
spoke with a suddan passion of earn-
estness.
t “Now. llstan to me, Barrymora!
tno Interest in thls mattar but that of
fyonr master. | have come hare with no
; object except to help hrm. Tell me, frank-
1y, what it [z that your don’t ke
i BRarrymore hesitated for a moment. as
i‘!r_ ha regretted his outhurst, or found it
difficult to express hia own feelings In
words.
*It's all these goings-on. sir,'" he cried

I hope to Heaven

T have

jat last, waving hfs hand towards the
i raln-lashed  window which fared the
moor. “There's foul play somewhere.

!u;’!ﬁ there’s hiack villlany brew'ne, to that
| Pl swear! Very glad T should be sir,
| to see SIr Henry on nls way back to

London a=aln!™
‘ “But_what i3 It that alarms you?"
| *“TLook at Sir Charfes' death!  That was
| bad enouzh, for all that the coraner sald.
! L.ook at tha polses on the moor at nizhd.
| Thera’s not a man would crosa It after
aundown If he waa pald for it. Look at

his stranger hiding ont  wvonder. and
| watchlne the walting! What's he walt-
|Enz for? What does It mean? Tt means
| no raod to anvone of the nonme af Bas-

kerville and verv gled T aha'!l ha to ha
quit of It all on the day that Sir Henry's
rnew servants are ready to take nver the
Hall.'"

‘““But about thls stranger,” =ald [. “Can
vou rell me anvthine ahan® him? What
Ald Halden sav? T¥d ha find out whers
he hid. or hat he was dnlng?”

“He saw him once or twica but he i
a deep ona and gives nothing away. At
Arst he thought that he wns the polfee,
but socon he found that he had soma
‘ay of his own. A kind of gentlaman he
was. as far as he ecould sea hnt what he
was doing he could net mnke ont'

*And where did he say that hes lived?”

"Amonz the olil housas on tha hill=lda

—the stone huts where ths old folk used
to live.'
“FEnt how abaut his food 7"

*“Selden found out that he has znt a
ma wnn works for him and hrines hi
all he needa T dareaav he goes to Coomba
Trarey for what he wants.'

“Very good, Barrymoras. We may talk
further of this some other time." When
the butler had gone T walked over to
the hlack window. and T lonkad through
a blurred pana at the driving clouds and
nt the tossing outline of the wind.-swept

trees. It Is a wild night Indoors. and
what must !f be In a stone hut upon
the moor. WWhat passion of hatred can

It ba which leads a man to lurk fn =uch
a place at such a timea! And whnt deep
and earnest purpose can he have which
calls for such a trial! Thers, in that
hut upon the moor seems to lie the very
centre of that problem which has vexad
me so sorely. T swear (hat anothsr day
ghall not have passaed befors [ have done
all that man can do to reach the heart
of ths mysterv.
TO ba continuad

NEW SKIN GAME OF
- SHAEWD GRAt

Made Over Fifty Do'lars a Week
Driving Coal Wagon.

STRUCK TOWN DEAD BROKE

HE Wits Were His Wealth,and as Result
of Raffling Ruse He Makes Betler
- Wages Than a Bank Clerk.
Won'tStick Long.

In every clty in the United Stat2s
there are large numbers of people. usu.
ally young men, who exist without ever
gtriking a lick of work, and it is often
wondered how these Individusls manage
to make both ends meet. They don't
steal, thay have no Ihcome from real es-
tate or government bLonds, yet they live,
and nine out of ten of them wear good
clothes and always have the appearance
of prosperity.
| police and detective departments of
' &ifferent citles have given much thought
"~ and time to trying to learn how 1his class
af people support themeelves, and it has
- beep at last declded they delong In a
' class all by thomselves, They ere “graft-
L e depending entirely upen thelr wits
_ gtorhelp them bhattle with the world.

- In the “‘world of graft” there is anun-
wyritten law =which forbids any of the
eitizens Trom working, in ihe true sceneo
p?the word, and the money they lay
hold of miist come eaxy, but after a cer-
- “_._tulglon. honestly. The differont

o thiz class of people resort to

in order to get the coin are numerous
and unique, much space and mnany news-
aper stories having been devotied to un.
folding to the public the dolngs of the
grafters.

It remalns, however, for the boss story
of the doings of a grafter to be told.
and while it may sound somewhat fshy
it is nevertheless a fact which will ha
vouched for by several well-known citi-
zens of Richmond, this city having been

the scens of cpesration of the grafter
in guestion.

LOCKD EBEEDY.
Two we ngo thera walked Into a
lodging housz In the eastern part of the
eity =z fellow who looked like the last

days of n misspent life. He was shabbiiy
clab, but otherwise had the appedrance
of once having been a gentleman. He was
a prafter.

On the register he slgned the namse
“Crancelicr Luck, place of residence un-
certain.’”’ Frodveing a two bit plece he
handed it cver to the cierk and was as-
g'gned to a room on the top floor, to
which he adjourned witpout ever having
spoken to any one of the loungers about
the ofilce.

The following morning there was dellv.
ered to the hotsl a bully looking pack-
age. It was for Mr, Luck and was =ant
t. kis room. A half hour later the gen-
{leman In auestion walked into the offies
of the lodging house like a new man. He
was as clean as a pin and had on 2
nicely cut sult of clothes. The clerk
wes greatly surprised.

Luck they nformed that worthy that
he Wwas a prafier by professlon and ‘in-
tended “‘doing’” Richmond to a hot fin-
ish.

“I raven't a cent in the world now.™
sald 1he fellow. wuo asked the clerk 1o
eall him *'Chance for siort,” but before
the week is over I wili be fiutsh with
monay. I =imply want vou folks to let
me s‘eep here for a day or two without
coughing up in advance.”

The talk was strong and the front so
good that the clerk agreed .to. allow
“Chance” to occupy, the room for.a couple
of days without putung up in advance.

RAFFLES HIS SERVICES

The individual with Whom tnls story
deals then walked to the cormer of Main
and Twelfth Streets, one of the busiest
places in the city. He produced from
his pocket a large package of small en-
velopes and 2 memorandum book. To the
first prosperous gentleman who happened
along  *“‘Chance” gave the foliowing
spiel:

*“I am In Richmond on my uppers. I
have looked for worlk for several days.
but have been unable to catch on. I am
willing to do anything and must have
monay. 1 have a little idea of my own
and I want you to help me. In order to
get employment I am golng to raffle off
my services for one week.

“I have one hundred envelopes contain-
ing numbers ranging from one to oue
hundred, and I want you to take a
chance, payving to me'a numuver of cents
corresponding with the  number you
draw.”’ y e

“‘Chance” then econvinced the gentle-
man that he was in earnest, producing
testimonials vouching for his honesty,
and the gentleman forthwith drew s&n
envelope. It contained No, 68, and his
name was placed on the list.

The grafter continued hold'ng up clitl-
zens, and in two days he had sold ell
of the chances, after which he journeyed
tg the different places of buslness of the
gentlemien  who had heiped him - along
and informed them that the rafile would
take place In a certain. bar, on  lower:
Main Street. e AR =

Much interest had been aroused, &nd:
last Friday night. when the’raffle ‘hap:
pened, there were present fully a hundred
people, nearly every chance-holder be-
ing on tha spot. A eup and three dice
were proudce by the saloonist and the
game was on. T )
. The party holding 44 was the lucky one.
spilling out In three efforts with the cup
43 spots. Strange to rélate, his individ-
tal alse held chances 4 and 11, a lucky
combination, 4-11-44.° g i

As a result of all this' Chance Luck I8
now driving g coallwagon, and: for one
~week's work. he has already recived:352 30,

THE PLEASURES OF
MOSSBACK POKER

Train of Freight Cars Used by
Inventive Tramp for Pack

of Cards.

“Not long ago,'” said Frank Hopkins,
e Pennsylvania raliroad detective. *1
discovered & new game, ©r rather be-
came acquainted with the deails of an
old one little known outside the tramp
comps which line the raliroads, For
quick action it has ping-pong and other
efiete. amusements backed clear {nto
the corner.

*“One morning while I was camplng
with & gang I had spotted. & gentleman
we called Blgfoot rose wearlly from his
turf coucti zud ashea me 1 had two
bits.

" *What for?

“ Why,
swered.

“I've got four besrs,' I sald.
beers Is tramp for twenty cents.

“"Well, I'll go you a beer on' the
next mossy,” he said.

“‘Look here,” I said. 'I haven't been
on the road very long, an' you have
ma goin'. What's the game?

“ *What kind of a piker arc you. any-
hew, that you never played mossback
poker? he exciaimed.
“''Show me how,” I says, 'and the
beers ls yours if you get them.

“‘You've. played poker in ycur time,
I guess,” he sald, with some scorn.

*“I admitted I had.

° TWO THINGS NECESSARY.

““Well,' he went on, ‘'this is poker
with no short-card end. All you peed
i3 the colp and a mossback train an'

I asked.
to play, of course,” he an-

Four

not a measley sum for'acltizen of the
world of graft. . A e T T

| the ' game starts. You take & mossy for.
“the ‘deck because the cars Eo slowly

and you have time to read the figures,
The engine s the first hand. Say it ts
numbered 2021; you have a palr of deu-

ces First car is my hand; say It Is
numbared 3360; you lose, for I have
trays against your deuces. Ame you
wisa?

:’1- admitted I had the Idea.

_"Hera comea a mossy, now,” velled
Bigfoot as he. munched ths end of a
second-hand clgar stub. 'T'll take the

ﬂl:'st hand for a beer a throw.”
I agreed,

. '1420,' he yelled, as tha

passzd. 'That's ten high;

ccunts a ten spot.’

12131 1 welled.

‘'Got me skinned on an ac o
admitted. - sefullihe

i ’6999 he yelled gleefully next. ‘You
ca.1'1t beat trips with old 43%6.

‘How does. your B456 suit you? 1
asked.

**‘Palr of fives Is good on them Cen-
trals," he sald. 'See, I skinned vyou
i‘lgain on that measly 1146 of the Read-
ng.' i

“I lost agaln on a 6778, P.,, F. W. an
C. against a Pennsy §993. I still was a
he-r. to the Zood In my stock, but he

locomotive
the cipher

cleaned me out on a 41144 FPennsy
against a 343 Missouri Paclfic,
‘“*Notice I had (four-eleven forty-

four? Blgfoot asked me. Then I knew
how it happened.
HERl 1S A SUGGESTION.

* ‘Fellows think thers ain't no short-
cerd end to the game,’ Bigfoot confided,
as he pocketed my four beers. ‘'But
thers s, an’ I'll] put you next Skin
your eye over the traln when You see
it coming. Count back how far the
steel cars run and fix your play so
you get all the big ones.' I

“IT'l] tall you why. All the steel cars
are the last put on by any rallroad and
the numbers run usually Into five fig-
ures. The iittle short gondolas run
three and four figures, and the man
that gets them Is playin' & four-card
hand egainst five.

Tt takes a qulck eye to slze up a
train, but you soon learn how, If you
are. wise.on the graft  Cabooses al-
WaYS . Tun: big hends. They are alweys:
numbered ‘higher 'than the newsst car,

and help a fellow out of a big hole
sometimesa.

“'Onee down In West Ph'ladelphia [
doubled on ths caboose and won out
with 11.111. My pal knocked the game,
sayin’ nobody could hold five aces iIn a
straight game, but I got the money
after we had settled the polnt with bal-
last.'

©+Any other gama you can play with
a mossy? 1 asked.

» sl =ald  Bigfoot, ‘they're pgood
tor craps. too, but the game Is too slow.
Say you shoot the engine for your polnt
and get two. Your pal wins If a seven
for the first figure on a car comes be-
tore the two. If you ge=t a two for the
first figure, you take the coin.’

**Tha trouble about mossy craps s
that a whole traln may pass befors you
win or lose. I have plaved three trains
before a beer changed hands.

“*0f course, It aln't so bad when you
have nothlng to do but loaf around and
wait, especlally when you don't have
more than a beer.. Only the cheap
skates who have no blg moner play
mossy craps. Mossy. poker “a the
thing for gquick action.”™

For the Deaf a;xd Dumb.

The effort now being made by the Vir-
sinia Association of. the Dsaf. of which
Jr. Willlam C. Ritter. of the Hampton
Monitor, s president, to estnblish a
school In Virginia for the sducation of
the biind, deaf and dumb negro children
of tha State [s In every way & WoOTLhy
one, and should recelve tha hearty sup-
port of all Virginians.

At present the State has a school for
white children, located at Staunton, and
the resluts have been most satlsfactory,
the children showing a readiness to learn
that ls remnrkable

We do not know whsther the work can
be taken up At this time. but if not the
nist. work taken up among the negroes

should ‘be this, and thers can he none
nere . deservis® or worthv.—Phemus

Seutinel %

When Stars are in the Qrict Skies.
When stars are In the quiet 2kles,
Then most I plna for thee;
Bend on me then thy tendar eyes,
As stars look on the sen!
For thoughts, like waves that glide by
night,
Are stillest when they shine;
Mine earthly love lles hushed In light
Baneath the nsaven of thine

There ls an hour when angels Keep
Famillar watch o'er men.

When coarser souls ars wrapped [n sleep—
Sweet splrit. meet me then!

rhere la an hour when holy dreams
Through slumber [fairest glde;

And In that mystc hour [t sSeems

Thou shouldat be by my side.

My. thoughts of thee too sacred are
For daylight's common heam:
! can but know thee asz my star,
Ay Angel and my dream;
wWhen stars are in the qulat skles,
Then maost pine for thea;
Bend on me then thy tendar ayes,
As stars look on the sea!

My Life is Like the Summ=r Rose.

(By Richard Henry Wlide.)

My Hfe Is like the summer rose,
That opens to ths morning sky,
But, ere the shuades of evening close
Is scattersd on the ground—to dle'

Yet on the rose’s humble bed

The sweetest dews of night are shed.
As if she wept the waste to see—
But nons shall weep a tear for metl

My life Is llke ths summer leaf,
That trembles in the moon's 8 rays
Tts hold [s frafl—its date it bprT;E.
Restless—and soon to pass away!

Yet, ers that leaf shall fall and fade,
The parent tree will mourn Its shade.
The winds bewall the leafless tree,

But none shall breathe a algh for me!

My lifa is Iike the prints which feet
Have left on Tampa's desert strand;
Boon as the rising tide shall beat,
All trace will vanish from the sand;
Yet, as If grieving to efface r
; vestige of the human race, 1
Ot. that 'lone shore loud moans the sea.
But pone, ales! shall mourn for mel

.

*



